LOVE and HONOUR: 


The Lover's Farewel to Caliſta: 


Being ſent from Sea in the late Engagement againſt the Dutch, to his Miſtreſs, 
under the Name of Caliſa. Towhich is:dded the, The L A D Y% Deploring and In- 
genicus Anſwer. To t. e Tune of, Now the Tyrant hath ſto en, e. 


Arewel my Caliſta, my ſoy and my grief, On Seas, and in Battles, mongſt bulers and fire, 

| In vain have Jlov'd thee, and found no relief ; The danger is leſs then in hopeleſs deſire, (bear, 
Undone by your Uirtues lo (tr:> and ſevere, The death's wound you gave me, though far off, J 
Pour eres gave me lobe, bur you gave me delpair; Wy fall from your ight's not to coſt you a tear: 

ow call d by my honour, J keek with content, But if the kind flood on a wave ſhould convey, 

That kate which in pitry you would not pꝛevent: And under your wi dow my body ſhould lay, [ſee, 

To lar utſh in love were to find by delay, _ The wound on my breaſt, when you happen to 

A de: ch that's more welcome the ſpeedieſt way- You will ſay, with a ſigh, It was given by me. 
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When Suſtozs are wounded with ſtabs of diſbdaſn, Of your Fame, there acquired, J greedſly hear, 
is happineſs to be put out of their pain: - Andgrſeve when J think that it coft you ſo dear: 
Che grave is a place to bid tozment farewel, But when your ſad Friends ſhall your body convey, 

But Lovers are toztur?d*rwirt Heaven and Hell, By my window your Funeral-dutſes ts =. 

When frowns of a Viſtreſs do turn a man 0'2e, PH ſigh that your Fate then I could not reverſe, 

Tis ſafer on Ship:board than 'ts on the ſhoze : And all my kind Witſhes Pll ſtrew on your Herſe. 

I find by experience, though with loſs of breath, | | FM 
*Tis worſe to incounter with Cupio than Death. When Suitozs petition, and run upon ſhelves, 
| Oz ſhor, if deny'd, they do murther themſelves: 

What ffrength had a Lady with caſt of her eye, The grave is a couch where the Uirtuous remain, 
To make a han live, oz compel him todye? _ Without erpecation of ſozrow oz pain. 1 
Such power had Caliſta with ſmile and with frown Ik the frowns of a Miſtrels can rule a Man's Fate; 

She'd raiſe me to Heaven, then tumble me down: He values his life at a pitiful rate: [ſcene 

But Deareſt take care how you put kalth in Men, Tho” now ſhe look cloudy, when he draws the 

Fo I fear you will never be lov'd again: Who knows but the day-light may clear up again. 

You needs muſt acknowledge whilſt 1 could draw | 
[ was your unchangeable Servant till death. breath The looks of a Lady pou falſely do ſcan, [Man, 
7 *Tis not ſtrength in the Woman, bur weakneſs in 
Once moze my laſt Farewel A hzeath in a black, aUhen- Men ſet up Idols ok fleſh, blood and bone. 


The cloud on my vitals is much over-ealt; And bow down to wozſhip, the frult is their own: 
I kaint, fail, J petich, and ſuddenlp dye, J hope J ſhall ne*r be deceived by Men: 

Pet ſure Gould recover ik thou wert bur by: Foz your ſake J never ſhall truſt them again 
That J ne're enjop'd thee, J do not repine, Tis fatal when Lovers do ſuffer ſuck tri 


Thou liv'dt with thy Honour, and J dye with mine: That one muſt loſe Honour, or th? other /g Lefe 
For to After-Apges this Story will prove, | | 4 
Idyed in the War for my King and my Love. y mind never can pour laſt Farewel forge 
| Wy tears ſhall confeſs I'll not dye in pouy oe 
| I heartily wich J had been by pour fide, > 
The L AD Ys Anſwer. , That vou might retover, a J might have des 
| | Then both to Elezium we had been ton bey 
Bu not your Caliſta not tall her pour grief, Where Ladies by Lovers are never bothag ea 
'Twas Honour, not ſhe, that deny'd pour relief; But in future ages this Story they'll ſing, (King 
Abuſe not her Uirtues, noz term them ſevere, Twas long of yeur Love that you dy d er qo» 
Who loves without honour, muſt look ko deſpair. 
, Now pꝛompted by pitty J truly lament, — —— —— | 
The koꝛte of your Fate which Jcould not pzevent: —Licens'd and Enter'd accozding to? Order. 
And languiſh to think that your blood did defray ————— i 
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The expence of your Love, tho? ſo noble a way. 
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Dn Seas and in Battles that pon did expire, N fgn or the Golden ⸗ ball in Pye· co over. 
Was caug d by your Ualour, not bopelets Delire z 4 5 FF 
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